

Pericles Prince Of Tyre, 

for wormes, but lie goe fearch the marker, p . 

Pand : Three are foure thoufand Chickeens were as »«!!*• 
proportion to live quietly, and fo give over. ^ ™ * 

J::i^;,d> siv ' mxi 1 pnm? u 

/ mdm ° h our credit comes not in like the commodi-tie, n n , 
the commodity wages not with the danger : therefore if in H, 
youths we could picke up fome pretty eftate, t’were not am2 
o keepe our doore hatch’ds hefides, [he fore termes wLt! 

p lw r the 5 ° d u be ftrong with us for § ivin S ore. ~ 

' • Come, other forts offend as well as we. 

i and. As well as we, I, and better too, we offend worfe «?; - 
Boult. ° Ur proteffion an y Trade > it>s no calI ing : but here comes" 
Enter Boult with the Tims and Marina. 

Baud. Boult , ha s fhe any qualities ? 

Boult Shee Ha’s a good face, fpeakes well, and ha’s excelfew 

Baud. What's her price Boult ? 

P«/w, C hT, 5 be 6ated one doit of a ">o“fina peeefs: 

haire, co m ple x ion k heSL h ,r arkC [, 0f ^ Z H coIour of her 
and erv . t £ Sr * “fS.nt, age, with warrant of her vireinitv 

Onfnk ioncTuS:^™ ’"““* 9 ' 
^^•Terformance (hall follow r- • 

<JMar. Alacke that Leonine was f 0 flar ke f a 
He fhould have ftrucke, not fpokef ’ P fl ° W * 

Or 





Pericles Prince of Tyre* 

i0f tha! thefe Pirates, not enough barbarous, 

Had not ore-boord throwne me, for to feeke my mother^ 

Baud. Why weepe you pretty one ? 

Mar. That I am pretty. 

Baud. Come, the gods have done their part in you* 

Mar, I accufe them not. 

Baud, You are light into my hands, 

Where you are like to live. 

(Jl'lar. The more my fault, to fcapehis hands. 

Where I was like to die. 

Baud. lyandyou {hall live in pleafure. 
iJWar. No. ____ , -f 

Baud. Yesindeede lhall you, and tafte Gentlemen of all fa= 
Ihions, Y ou (hall fare well ; you fhall [have the difference ofalU 
complexions t what de’ye flop your eares ? 

Cttar. Are you a woman ? a 

Baud. What would you have me to be, if I be not a wo° 
man ? 

Mar. An VirmeH: woman. or nor a woman 


l 



to do withypu. Come, ye are a 
be boweclas I would have ye. 
c Mar, The gods defend me. 

Baud. Ifit pleafe the gods to defend you by men, then men ; 
mult comfort you, men muft feede you, men mull ftirre you up ? 
Boults return’d. 

Enter Boult. 

Now fir, halt thou cride her through the Market-? 

Boult. I have cride her almoft to the number of her hairess 
I have dra washer picture withmy voyce. 

Baud. And prethee tell me, how dolt thou finde the inciina*- 
tion of the people, efpecially of the yonger fort? 

Boult, faith they liftend to me, as they would have hearkned 
to theirs fathers Teftament. There was a Spaniards mouth fo* 
w ^ cre pj mat he w ent to bed to her very defeription. 
rnffocp WCe — have h€re t0 morrow with -his belt -' 


Boult, 
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